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myPRINCIPAL A\D INTEREST.

‘0O, mother, I am so tired 7’

The dew drops quivered like im-
perial diamonds upon tiie broad
green plumes oT the corn-fieid by
Ihe wayside ; Ihe grass lhat bent

LBHHS Ldms & over the footpath was heavy with

evening moisture, and tne solitaiy
old pine tree at lhe curve of the
road upheld ils black fringed arms
against a sunset sky, where Om
ruddy crimson had long since faded
into sombre gray. Birds were
warbling their last vespers under
the shadow of softly moving leaves,
blossoms were closing their fragrant

. cups, along the course of a,thousand

dulcet voiced streams ; s-leepy little
ones were gathered safely round
every hearthstone ; yet these two
wanderers clung together homeless
and alone, in the falling shadows of
e night.

*Cheer up, my child, we have
not for to go. Come elose, let me
brush the t'ew irom vour curls.—
Now take m.v hand.”

But the child hung back, sobbing
with weariness and exhaustion anii
the pale young mother bending
over her in the vain attempt to
soothe the hysterical excitement,
did not hear the rumble of advanc-
ing wheels until they passed close

her, and a rough, hearty voice
exclaimed :(—

‘What ails the little girl. Ain’t
sick is she

Mary Ellsworth had never seen
farmer Raynesford before—yet the
moment her eyes rested Ol his
wrinkled, sun burned face, with the
shaggy brows overshadowing kind
eyes, she felt that he was a friend,
and answered promptly :—

‘Not sick, sir, but very tired.—
We have walked a long way to-
day.’

‘Gotmueh farther to go?’ asked
the tanner tickling r.is horse’s ear
with the end of his whip.

1To Breckton.’

Raynesford gave a low

*That is four miles off, and the
little gal is prelty nigh used up al-
ready.’

*1 know it,” said tbe woman,
with a sigh, *but | have 110 money
to hire a lodging nearer. In Erect-
ion | hope to obtain work in the
factory

Farmer Raynesford gave the seat
of his waggon a thump with the
whip handle that made old Benny
drop the mouthful of clover he was
nipping from the road-side, and
pricked up his ears in astonishment.

won’t hear no such thing I’

sald he, energetically. “Why, that
child can’t go twenty rocls further!
You

uon’t be none the worse fora bil of
supper and a good night’s rest. 1
know Hannah ’Il scold! he mut-
tered. as he lifted the little girl to
his side and expended his hand lo
the moiher, “but 1 cant see folks
peiishin’ by the wayside and never
offer to help ’em. | don’ care if

rm‘l@b&f scolds the roof of tfe house

He drove rapidly along making
occasional interjectional remarks to

his horse, while Mrs. Ellsworth
drevv her thin shawl around the
litlle golden head Ihat already

drooped drowsily upon her shoulders
and thought wiih a deep sensation
of gratitude upon the shelter heaven

had provided her in her sorest
strait.

It was an oddly-shaped old farm
house, gray wilh the storms of

nearly half a century, wilh a broad
dooi-stone, overhung by giant lilac

f busiies, and a kitchen where, even

in the gloomy month of June a
great fire roared up the wide
throated chimney, and shining rows
of tins winked and glittered at
every upward leap of the flames.—
Such a neat kitchen as it was!—
The floor boards white as snow, the
windows clear as diamonds, the
hearth trimly brushed up, and the
table «<preM«Uomup[>er io-Um mid ile
of the room. Mrs. .Ellsworth’s
heart warmed at the genial sight.

Mr. Raynesford jumped out of
the waggon, threws lhe reins over
a post, and went iu to conciliate his
domestic despot.

‘Look here, Hannah,’ said he to a
tall, angular-looking female who
emerged from a pantrv near by, at
the sound of his footstep, her face
nearly or quite as sour as the sau-
cer of pickles she was carrying,
«jest set a couple more plates on the
table, will youl [I've brought
home a woman and a little gal that
1 found a little piece below here,
e’en a’'most tired to death. They
was calculating te walk on to
Breckton, bul I thought it wouldn’t
hurt us to keep ’em over night

*1'm astonished at you, Job Rav-
neslord,” said his belter half,

*1, 180*.

night! Here, little one, see if these
berries don’t pul the color into your
cheeks.’

All the evening little Mary sat
by the hearth, with her hands in
her mother’s, and Irer large blue
eyes fixed earnestly upon the kind
farmer’s face.

‘What are you thinking about
dearest V. asked Mrs. ElTsworlh
once. She drew a long sigh, and fRaynesford-.

wlvispered :

“0O, mamma | he isso kind to us Ir

The lops of iho far off eastern
woods were just being turned to
gold by that wonderous alchemist,
the rising sun, when Mary Ells
worth and her little girl set out upon
the long walk to Breckton. Job
Raynesford went with them to the
gate, fumbling uneasily in his
pocket, and glancing uneasily
around, to make sure that Hannah
was not within seeing distance.—
When Mary extended her hand te

say a grateful good bye, to her
astonishment a bank bill was thrust
inlo it.

«Don’t say nothin,” muttered

Job. with a sheepish air. ‘Ten
dollars ain’t much to me, and if you
don’t chance to get work in the fac-
tory right away it may be a good
deal of use to you. Needn’t thank
me—you’re as welcome as Mary I’

He benl over to kiss the child’s
fair forehead, and stood watching
them until the two slight figures

disappeared, and only the golden
skv and the moving crests of the
woods remained.

‘Ten dollars!” ejaculated Mrs.
Raynesford, who had witnessed
this little episode from behind the
curtains of her milk room window,
‘is Job Ravnesford prnzy? To
give ten dollars to a poOr, strolling
vagrant | If he don’t get a piece of
my mind "—

And she hastened out, her cap-
border fairly standing on end wilh
horror. Job awaited the coming
tempest with philosophical-cooWss,
his hands in his pockets, and his
lips parted in a good humored
smile. It was not the first piece of
Mrs. Hannah’s mind that had been
bestowed upon him, nor did he sup-
pose il was to be the last.

She means well,” he said to
himself, when the valley of wrath
had been discharged upon his luck-
less head, nnd Mrs. Raynesford
had returued to her butter making,
‘but she got the greatest faculty
for scoldin’ of any woman 1 ever
saw.’

Tne years flitted by, sprinklin,
Ihe steep old farm house roof
the crystal drops of April, showers,
and thatching it with lhe dazzling
ermine of January snows many and
many a time. Gray hairs crept in
among the raven locks of Farmer

in a IRaynesford, care-worn wrinkles be-

tone of indignant remonstrance.— |gan to gather around his mouth and

‘We might jest as well hang out a lbrow.

Alas | those swift-footed

tavern sign at once, and doi.e with jyears brought troubles innumerable

it—you’re always bringing
some poor mis’able creature
other, said—

‘Tliere, there, Hannah,” inter-
rupted Mr. Raynesford, ‘I'm al-
ways willin® to hear you when
you’re anyways reasonable, but it
goes clear agin my grain to see

or

poor folks a sufferin', and never
stretch oul a helpin’ h»nd. ’Taint
Scripter nor ’taint human nalur.’
Well, go your own gait, Job
Raynesford,” responded his wife
tartly, ‘only mark my words, if
you don’t end your days in the

poor-house, ’twon’t be through no
fault o’ yourn I

She shut Ilie pantry, door with a
bang that made all the jelly-cups
and milk pans rattle, while Job.
witn an odd grimmace, went out to
trelp his guests to alight.

1Don’t mind my old woman,’

said he apologetically ; as Mrs.
Ellsworth sprang to the gronnd ;
‘she’s kind o’ sharp spoken, but
she means well arter all. We
ain’t all jest aliko ill our notions,
you know!

*1f all lhe world were like you
sir,” said the young widow, wilh

tears in her eyes, ‘there would be
less want and suffering by far I’
Farmer Raynesford pretended
not to hear—he was very busy lift-
ing little Marv out.
1Set on them blackberries, Han-
nah,” said he. towards the close of
their evening meal, ‘the litlle gal’s
so tired she can’t oat nothing solid.”
*| was calculatin’ to keep the
blackberries for ihe donation party
to-morrow,’ said Mrs. Raynesford,
rising with rather an unwilling air.
‘Nonsense I’ quoth lhe farmer,
with a broad laugh, ‘I'm having
a donation party of my own to-

home 1to tbe kind old man.

‘Twenty years!” mused he, one
bright June morning ; ‘it dont seem
possible Hannah, that it was twenty
years ago, this very day. that |
caught Ihat ugly fall Irom the hay
rack, and got lame for life.”

He looked down at the crutches
by his side as he spoke, and sighed
from the very deeps of the heart.

Hannah stood in the doorway,
tossing corn to a forlorn litlle colony
of chickens. Twenty years had nol
improved her in any respect—she
was gaunter, bonier, and more vine-
gar-faced than ever.

“Yes,” said she shortly, ‘and per-
haps you don’tremember that il was
just twenty years ,«go to-day that
you threw ten dollars away on that
woman and her child. | told you
then you’d end your days in the
poor house, and 1don’t see out what
my prediction is likely to come true.
Didn’t | say you wouid live to repent
it V

‘1 won’t deny, Hannah,” said the
old man, ‘but that I’ve done a good
many things I’ve been sorry for—
we ain’t none of us perfect, vou know
wife— but that is not one of them.—
No. Inever for a moment repented
being kind to the widow an the fa-
therless.’

Hannah shrugged her
but made no answer.

‘Didn’t you say you wero going
up to see that rich lawyer aboul the
five thousand dollar note to-day V—
she asked presently. ;o-ini

shoulders,

*Yes, but | don’t s'pote vit’il be
much use. If he’d wail a litt'e, Id
do my best to pay him. Jones says

he’ll be sure to sell the old place
from over our heads, howevei ; they
tell me he’sa hard man. | mean to
evplain to him just how the matter

| culation,
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“i told you how it would be long
ago ! ejaculated ,Hannah, unable to
restrain her vexation, on
aiirth ever possessed you to sign for
Jesse Fairweather V

“ 1 supposed he was an honest
man, and would not see an old friend
wrongad.’ >

‘ Fiddlestick I” exclaimed Mrs.
‘ Thai’s just vour cal-
Job I’ There—Zehemhas-
brought the waggon ; do siart off, or
you Hbe loo late for the Now York
train?’

And Job meekly obeyed, only too
happy to escape he endless discord
of his wife’s tongue.

The rays of the noonday sun
streamed brightly through the stain-
ed glass casements of Mr. Ever-
leigh s superb Gothic library. The
room was decorated with every ap-
purtenance of wealth and taste.—
Velvet chairs with tail backs of
dainty carved losewood, were scat-
tered here and there ; marble vases
occupied inehes beside the doorway,
and the rarest pictures hong on the
walls. But the prettiest object of
all—the one which the rich lawyer
oftenest raised his eyes from his
writing to contemplate with an in-
voluntary smile of pride and affec-
tion—was a lovely woman, in a
white cashmere morning roce, trim-
med with white velvet, who stood
opposite, arranging flowers in a bo-
quet. Sho wore a spray of berries,
carved of pink Nepolitan coral, at
her throat, and tiny pendants of the
same rare stone in her small shell-
like ears, and the slender waist was
tied round with a broad pink ribbon.

*There, Walter—'isn’t Ihat pret-
ty V she asked, holding up her com-
plete boquet.

‘Very pretty,” he answered, look-
ing not at the rose* and geraniums,
but directly al the blue eyes and
golden curls of his young wife.

‘You are not even notlcmg it,”
she poutejL,

Because t see something so much
better worth looking at,” he said.

‘Do you really love me so very
much ? she asked throwing down
the flowers, and coming to his side.

rose and drew her caressingly
toward him.

‘ My dearest, you are more pre-
cious to me than all the world be*
sides !

She let her head rest a moment
on his shoulder, and when she raised
it, there was atear on her eyelashes.

‘Oh Walter, if mamma could only
have lived to see how happy vve are I’

There was a knock at the door.—
Mrs. Everleigh slipped from her hus-
band’s arm wilh the prettiest blush
in the world,and was very busy with
her floweis when thc rich lawyer’s
right-hand man put his grizzled head
nto the room.

‘The old man wants to see you
about that Jesse Fairweather busi-
ness sii.”

Show him in. Don’t look so
disappointed love,” he said, turning
lo his wife as the grizzled head dis-
appeared ; ‘1 shall not be detained
three minutes and the horses are at
Ihe door.’

Mary Everleigh never troubled
her head about business matters, so
she never even looked up at the
hailing sound ofold Job Raynesford’s
crutch echoed on tha carpet. But
the inslant he spoke she started as
if an arrow had smote hsr, and stood
with her large eyes dilated, and her
slender hands clasped together, lis-
tening as intently as if her life de-
pended on hearing every word.—
The old man was pleading and sor-
rowful—herhubband politely inflex-
ible. At length Job Raynesford
turned round lo go.

« Well, sir,” he said in a subdued
tone, ‘1don’t know much about law
and law books, but it does seem hard
that an old man should be tured out
of the home that has sheltered him
for sixty years, and all for no faull
of his own. They say you are a
very rich gentleman, sir—five thou-
sand dollars may seem a small sum
to you, but it is my all!

Mrs. Everleigh’s soft voice broke
tbe momentary silence that succeed-
ed this appeal.

‘Walter come here one minute—
| want to speak to you.’

He obeyed, somewhat surprised ,
she drew him into the deep recess of
the stained gliss bay window, and
standing there, with the rosy and
amber shadows playing about her
lovely brow, like some fair oictured
saint she told him how, twenty years
ago, a wearied child and its mother
were fed and sheltered by a lund
hearted stranger ; how he had given
them monev and kind wishes when

thev were utterly alone and desolate
tn the wide, woHd.

‘ But, my-love, what has this to
do with my business matters.’

‘Much, Walter; | am that
child.” -A YA [t

“ You my dearest't*

“l, my husband ; and the noble
man who, | am persuaded, Saved my
life that night, stands yonder, witii
gray, bowed down head and sinking
heart.’ A ‘W

M ary you must be nii&talcetyf*,

‘1 cannqt, bo mistaken-K, \Val/er~ |
should know him amongst a thousand
You said yPjU loved, me this mow-
ing—now grant me oue little bo»n T

“ Wha". is it, -dearest V

little

*J

*Give me that noto he,speaks of.A >

Mr. Everleigh silently went to ft
small ebony cabinet, unlbcked n, and *
drew oul a folded paper,
placed in her hands. She glided op
to the old man, who had been gaz-
ing out of the window in a sort of
reverie, and laid her soft hand on hi»
arm.

‘Do you remember the little golden

haired Mary whom you found witb,*.

hor moiher wearied out upon thffr
road-side twehtyiyearS&”"o?’
ADo1 remember lier' lady,,.,-it

was bul ttvis yery twirmnj* | Was ru-
calling the whé6le scerte” i~ <!

“ And don't you i'drtogrfhse w e f”’
she asked, smiling uj) ?nto her fattel’
as she threw-'back- the drooping
curls.  “lam little Mary.l’ g-

He stood in’ bewildered tiLender
all of a sudden the truth seemedlio;
break upon him, mid Kfej faid hi*;

whiclt*hd :

hands upon his head Withl a;t'eft"tll m

blessing. D <e&Mu el»

“ And yoar mother* my child?’

“She has been dead) for years f but
it is mv dearest task to De the in*/
strument of her gratitude. -Here i»
the note you endorsed— my husband
has given it to me. Seof'w "

A small spirit lamp was bumlh£:
in one of the niches, she held the’
bit of paper over ils flames until It
fell a cloud of light ashes on the
floor.

‘Well?

Mrs, Raynesford met her hus*tUiii,,
at lhe door tho instance his crutches
sounde lon the little gravd path.

‘Why don’t ycu speak.?” Of
course you know you.have nothing
bul bad news lo fell me, but | may
as well hear it at once. Have you
seen lhe gentleman ? What, did lie
say |

‘Hannah ! said old Job Raynes-
ford, slowly folding uo his gloves,
‘do you remember lhe ten dollars
| gave that poor young wanderer a
score of years ago to-day?’ * "o

“Why, of course | dof dldnt |
remind you of it not twe.ve hours
since ! Wliat has thal to do with
our troubles, pray V

“Just ihis—to-day I received ptjy-
menu principal and interest !’

*What do you mean Job Raynes-
ford vV L f

‘Thbe little golden haired child
that sat beside our heartosfoue, that
June evening,is Lawyer Everleigh’s
wife, and | have seer/ her burn the
note that has hunjj like a millstone
round my neck for many years.—
She said it was out discharging a
sacred debt of gratitude ; but Hea-
ven knows 1looked for no such re-
ward.’

There was a moment’s silence-—

The old man was pondering over
the past, and Mrs. Raynesford was
so taken by surprise that she- really
could not speak.

*«And now, wife, what
to say about my financial
said Job, archly.

Mrs. Raynesford had no argu-
ment suited 10 thc emergencies of
the case, so she wisely said—nothing.

have vou
mistake]’

A nobleman wished Garrick to be can-
didate for the representation of a borpujh
in Parliament, ‘No, iny lord,” said the
actor, 1 would rather play the part of a
great man on the stage than the part of a
tool in Parliament.

A Glasgow anliquary recently visited
Cathcart Castle, and asked one of the vil-
lagers if be knew anything of an old story
about the building. 1Ay,’ said the rustic,
“there was ar.itlier auld storey, but it fell
down lang since.”

scotch crows.—In Scotland

crows, who take such good care U keep.
out of gunshot on every ‘ lawful day,” ore*
the Sabbath come close up to the houses,
and seek tlieir food within a few feet of
the farmer and his men—discovering the
recurrence of the sacred -day from the
ringing of the hells, aud the discontinuance
of labour in the fields, and knowing that
while ii lasts they are safe.

A Literary Gem.— At the last meet-
ing of the Cork Council, a notice of motioii,
of which the following isa verbatim to ff
wa9 banded in, amid great amu-ement, by’
Mr. Sheenan, a local celebrity : “ Notice'
of Motiom.— | give notice that in future
we will have no appleacatjicfn for Meled-
tions Tujurie in Fire, as every one Publick
and Privite, Shou'd insure their own
Houses and Coluges alwayes to save
the Citizans General Taxis.—Bernard
Sheenan.’

Niagara Eclipsed.—‘ Well, Mr.
Miller,” said a Yankee proudly to a trav-
elling Scot, as they stood by the Falls of
Niagara, ‘Is not that wonderful ? In your
country you never saw anything like that!’
‘Like that,” quoth Sawnie, *there’s a far-
mair wonderfu’ coicern nae twae miles
frae whaili | was horn.” *Indeed * excla-

imed J.onathnn, with an an air of supercll* ' m

ious scepticism, *and pray what kind of5
concern mav it be 1’

Sanders, “it’s a peacock wi’ a woodtnUg!

1

‘ Why, man,” implied"” -



